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and that they belong to the intellect as a submerged mountain
range belongs to the islands that dot the Aegean sea.
Not only, then, do I believe in the intellect, but I believe that
all occupations which do not serve the greatness of the intellect
are so much waste of time. If the way in which we occupy
ourselves, apart from necessary relaxation, is a way which
provides no data for the mind in its struggle to master the
conditions of life, the nature of happiness, and the meaning of
existence, then we had better give it up. I believe in the
absolute validity of Pascal's axiom-: "Penser fait la grandeur
de rhomme."
There are four types of intellectual who have helped the
evolutionary process of humanity: the philosopher, the
scientist, the artist, and the mystic. They are the true creative
beings, and all rulers and administrators of mankind, however
much they may have alleviated the common lot, are only in
the long run important for having provided or not provided
the conditions favourable for such creators to arise. So different
have been the political systems of the world, so different the
climates, the faiths, the racial characteristics, and the oppor-
tunities of human beings, that in certain parts of the world only
have these four kinds of intellectuals been permitted to flourish.
Scientists, for example, are confined almost exclusively to
Western Europe, Russia in Europe, and North America;
philosophers have much the same range, and that of artists is
not much wider, though here China and India have made a
great contribution, and in the case of mystics a preponderant
one. But when we come down to what the Western mind
accepts as the supreme level in art, literature, philosophy, and
science; that is, the great men of the last fifty years, our map
of genius becomes still smaller. In England and Scotland we
have had the great physicists and Sir James Frazer; we have
had some considerable and perhaps great writers, like Moore and
Hardy, Lawrence, Strachey, and Mrs. Woolf; we have one
artist in Sickert and one poet in Hopkins, and we have accli-
matized some valuable Americans: T. S. Eliot, Whistler, and
Henry James. Ireland produced the poet Yeats, the dramatist
Shaw, and his contemporary, Oscar Wilde, and the philosopher-